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doubt if it's sold three copies of any of his books.    No !
If I get on, it'll be by talking.'*
But still she encouraged him to keep his mouth shut.
" It's no good starting wrong, Michael.    These Labour
people aren't going to last out the year."
" Why not ? "
" Their heads are swelling, and their tempers going.
They're only on sufferance ; people on sufferance have got
to be pleasant or they won't be suffered. When they go
out, the Tories will get in again and probably last. You'll
have several years to be eccentric in, and by the time
they're out again, you'll have your licence. Just go on
working the human touch in your constituency ; I'm sure
it's a mistake to forget you've got constituents."
Michael spent most week-ends that summer working
the human touch in mid-Bucks ; and Fleur spent most
week-ends with the eleventh baronet at her father's house
near Mapledurham.
Since wiping the dust of the city off his feet, after that
affair of Elderson and the P.P.R.S., Soames had become
almost too countrified for a Forsyte. He had bought the
meadows on the far side of the river and several Jersey
cows. Not that he was going in for farming or nonsense
of that sort, but it gave him an interest to punt himself
over and see them milked. He had put up a good deal
of glass, too, and was laying down melons. The English
mjlon was superior to any other, and every year's con-
nection with a French wife made him more and more
inclined to eat what he grew himself. After Michael was
returned for Parliament, Fleur had sent him Sir James
Foggart's book, ' The Parlous State of England.' When
it came, he said to Annette :
" I don't know what she thinks I want with this great
thing!"